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[pRICE ONE SHILLING AND SIXPENCE, | 


INTRODUCTION. 


8 IN this great metropolis (where Wit and Genius keep 
their court) it is a matter truly ſarcical, to ſee a knot of 
half learned Scotchmen ſet up for critics, and arrogate 
to themſelves the right of dictating to the public what 
literary productions are worth their notice, and what 
are not. | 

Without a fin gle tequifite to qualify them for ſuch 
an undertaking, or affording us one indiſputable proof 
of their judgment and candour, they vainly imagine we 
ſhould give them full credit for both, and conſequently 
hold the merit of every new publication doubtful (even 
from the pens of our moſt celebrated writers) till firſt 
ſtamped with their approbation. 

That the perſons here alluded to poſſeſs either of the 
two eſſential qualifications above mentioned, I muſt beg 
leave to doubt; but that they have both, I poſitively 
deny. 

. A But 


nd 

But leaſt I ſhould be accuſed of expecting that cre- 
dit myſelf, which I refuſe to them, namely, an implicit 
belief in my aſſertions; for a proof ſhall refer my read- 
ers to a pamphlet (by the Rev. James Brown) entitled 
The Reſtitution of all Things,” and leave them to 
judge, how far they are juſtifiable in their extravagant 
encomiums on a work, which has a manifeſt tendency to 
overturn the whole ſyſtem of religion and morality ; 
and for which, in times leſs immoral than the preſent, 
he would have had his gown {tripped off his back. 

It may from matter of wonder to many, that they 
have ſo long eſcaped the laſh of abler pens than mine; 
but this 1s eaſily accounted for, upon the beſt, as well 
as moſt mortifying .mode of reſentment, viz. that they 
thought. them beneath their notice, and therefore treated 
them with that filent contempt which they moſt juſtly 
deſerve. 

The ſame reaſons would have 1 the ſame ef- 
ſect with reſpeët to myſelf, had they not ſtepped. be- 
yond their aſſumed prerogative, and obliquely attacked 


a character 
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a character, which the ſtrifteſt rectitude of conduct 
through life, has placed far above the reach of their 
male volence. | 

To withhold applauſe, ſufficiently implies the want 
of merit, which (in all innocent productions) ought to 
ſupply the place of cenſure; as a delicate mind will 
never ſeek occaſion to hurt the feelings of another, 
except when duty and conſcience require it. 

This much I thought proper to ſay by way of exor- 
dium; which may hkewiſe ſerve as an apology for the 
following poem. 

That ſatire is by no means the province of a woman, 
the writer of this will readily admit; yet their animad- 
verſions on a poem here inſerted (and which took its 
riſe from a Chriſtmas frolic of two ladies in their Ju- 
venile years) will, ſhe truſts, not only excuſe, but fully 
juſtify her in the opinion of every candid and impartial 
reader. 

I think it, however, neceſſary to obſerve, that the 


reverend divine alluded to in the poem called“ The 
Chriſtmas 
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Chriſtmas Frolic, is a Scotchman, and author of the 
pamphlet already mentioned in this introduction. How 
far he might influence his countrymen (whoſe national 
partiality it is well known ſupercedes every principle 
of juſtice and candour) I leave the public to judge. 


— . — ͥ — — 


The Reviewer's Remarks on a Poem called the Chriſtmas 
Frolic; 


FORMERLY PUBLISHED WITH OTHERS, 


Alluding to the young divine mentioned in the Chriſtmas Frolic, they ſay, 
« We hope, however, by this time, the young divine has had his revenge ; 
« but this is a circumſtance which we ſappoſe the young lady will never 
« make us acquainted with.” 

And concludes their criticiſms upon the whole thus— If the fair author 
« puts no more ſeaſoning in her pies than ſhe does in her poems, poor 
as we are, we wiſh not to be admitted as her gueſts,” 


RETALIATION. 


RETALIATION; 


OR, 


THE REVIEWERS REVIEW'D. 


li ee err nin e 


YE fnarling Critics, who aſſume the right 
To ſave or damn, juſt as your maggots bite; 
Or for to ſpeak more plainly, ſhall I ſay, 
To ſave or damn juſt as the authors pay; 
Ye ſelf created judges, can you ſhew 

Who delegated ſuch a power to you? 
Without offence, may I preſume to alk, 


What knowledge fits you for this mighty taſk? 
B 


1 
Of learning, wit and humour, taſte or ſenſe, 
To fix the ſtandard, * is your pretence ? 
Muſt 8 then be cramp'd by muſty rules, 
Nor ſoar beyond the dogma of the ſchools ; 
Moſt ye be wiſe, and all the world be fools? 


With equal right, and far more judgment too, 

As well might hers criticiſe on you. 
— Ignormce your ſhield, 

In Vain we dare you to the open field; 

A conſcious guilt forbodes a dire defeat, 

From which you deem it prudent to retreat. 

The ruffians who in ſecret ambuſh lie 

To plunder the unwary paſſing by; 

Such rogues I ſay, to give een rogues their due, 

Are leſs deſerving puniſhment than you; 


Your 
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Your blacker deeds, call for a harſher name: 


They take our pelf, whilſt you attack our fame. 
If e er perchance ye pay the tribute due 

To merit, ſtill no merit reſts with you, 

For had it been a libel on St. Paul, 

You'd ſaid as much, the author pays for all: 
This“ fatal proof on record gainſt you ſtands, 

| You've touch'd religion with unhallow'd hands; 
With impious zeal, ſtrove to ſubvert its laws, 
And boldly ſin'd 'gainſt the eternal ada. 

Thus with licentious fredom (ſo you gain) 

Ye treat alike the ſacred and profane. 
Elvira 4+ wrote, and wrote to pleaſe; yet you, 
The bay's attempt to raviſh from her brow ; 


* This refers to the pamplilet mentioned in the Introduction 


+ The author of a much admired novel, whoſe real name I am not 


at liberty to mention, 


B 2 But 
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But malice e er to diſappointment doom'd, 

The more you ſivove ; the freſher ſtill they bloom'd. 
From pens hke yours, a well known author ſays 
Praiſe is a libel, and their a praiſe 
Should ye more proofs of proſtitution aſk, 

(Tho hundreds more wou'd be an eaſy taſk) 

Here follows one, whoſe mighty force, ſhall come 
Like Jove's great thunderbolt, and drin you dumb. 
Some this ago, a man of genius wrote, 

The title of the work I've now forgot; 

Nor ſhall I for its merits here contend, 


Since had it none, it anſwers ſtill my end. 

A panegyric purchas d with his pence, 

He knew wou d little weigh with men of ſenſe; 
To ſuch alone he truſted for its ſale, 


Nor could the ſtrongeſt arguments prevail 
To 
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To mind the old adage, which ſays “ be civil, 
And ſometimes hold the candle to the d—1. 
With notions more refin'd his head was cramm'd, 
He ſcorn'd to b--be, of courſe the book was d—4d. 
At length induc'd by ſome odd whim 'tis ſaid, 
He ſold it to a perſon in the trade. 
Now mark the ſequel, here begins the jeſt, 
Of his new bargain, glad to make the beſt ; 
To y-u the buyer inſtantly repairs, 
* briefly tells y-u how the matter fares ; 
Quoth he, this book you d—d without exemption, 
Pray tell me what's the p—ce of its redemption ? 
From you he'd nought to fear on conſcience” ſcore, 
"Tis ſaid eden bt you N. befors; 
The terms agreed on, next a title page 


New ſpeck and ſpan, did all your wits engage. 
Baptis d 
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Baptis'd afreſh, what heretic dare ſay, 
But all its former ſins were waſh'd away? 
Fach page, each line, from dull ideas cleans'd, 
By art of Hocus Pocus all was chang d. 


When in y--r next r-y--w lo! forth it came, 


Dreſs d up in all the pomp of virgin fame; 


The barefac' d impoſition ſtands detected, 
And juſtly ſince, y--r candour's been fufpected. 


Attempting works of ſcience to explore, 


Y--r ſhallow brains juſt ſkims the ſurface o'er; 


In this we grant y--r policy 1s found, 
To dive no deeper, leaſt y-u ſhould be drown'd. 
Vr ignorance to ſcreen, with ſubtile art, 


True Scotchman like y-u play a double part; 


Y--r judgment wiſely in this caſe fufpend, 


Alike afraid to cenſure, or commend. 


* As an entire new publication, with a very high encomium upon it, 


Should 
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Should it be aſk d, how can y- -r needy tribe, 
Subſiſt by now and then, a paltry b—be; 
Be mane the taſk, this ſecret to diſcloſe, 
Which very few ſuſpects, but fewer knows. 
Ye club y--r clumfey wits, ye FT elves, 
Trump up ſome nonſenſe, then re-v-w y-rſelves. 
In panygyric dreſs yr flimſey ſtuff, 
And cram it down the vulgar by a puff; 
Tis by ſuch means the ignorant are caught, 
Whilſt men of ſenſe, y--r judgment ſet at nought ; 
Nor llow that Scot, that ever wore a bonnet, 
To write ought better than a Grub-ſtreet fonnet. 
Then ſay, by what falſe Demon, blindly led, 
Dar'd ye the paths of literature to tread. 
Had ye (more ſuited to the plowman's toil ) 


Lent your rude labours to your baren ſol; 
Your 
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Your juſt endeavours had received their meed, 
Nor meagre famine drove you croſs the Tweed; 
There might ye liv'd rever d as honeſt men, 
Nor ow'd y--r downfall to a woman's pen. 
No longer then th' unequal taſk purſue, 
In nature's ſpite, but if you muſt . 
If ſome old * warlack, with the ſecond ſight, 
Predicted that your province, — take him right, 
(Re-v-wrs tho there be a thouſand ways, ) 


He meant of ſheep, upon the heather braes. 


To thoſe whom Heay'n has bleſt with brighter parts, 


Leave the nice culture of the finer arts; 
Nor longer feaſt on ſpoils beneath the roſe, 


But in your native hovels eat your FT broſe; 


* Warlack, and a perſon ſaid to poſſeſs the ſecond ſight, are in Scot- 
land ſynonimus terms for one who pretends to the gift of prophecy, 
and ſignifies in Engliſh a witch or wizard. 


+ Broſe, the principal food uſed amongſt the common claſs of 
people in Scotland, which is oatmeal ſtirred up with boiling water. 


To 
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To perſevere, wou d be to tempt your fate, 


Sincere repentance never comes too late. 

But if determin'd to ſupport your claims, 

Stand forth like men, and boldly own your names; 
Nor“ dare to ſtab by baſe inſinuation, 

A female's well eſtabliſh'd reputation. 

If on your pens depended public favour, 

She'd freely give a guinea for to ſave her; 

To you, who for a comfortable dinner, 

Can make her what you pleaſe—a ſaint, or ſinner. 
She knows a Scotchman's ſtomach 1s not nice, 
From thoſe who've b-g-t y-u, ſhe has learn d y-r price. 
So pliable your conſcience, that with eaſe, 


A guinea twiſts it howſoe'er we pleaſe, 


* See the Reviewer's inſinuation, tollowing the Introduction, 


C | But 
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But reſting ſuture Tucceſs on her merit, 


To ſhew you once, a woman of true ſpirit; 

She bids defiance to your ſcribbling tribe, 

And ſcorns applauſe that's purchas'd by a bribe: 

Wou'd authors from this maxim never ſwerve, 

They'd eat themſelves, and leave ye all to ſtarve. 

Tho kad for once I ſend you by the bye, 

A little ſample of my Chiſtmas pye; : 

In * point of Teaſoning, do all I can, 

'Tis hard to pleaſe the taſte of ev'ry one; 

The difference twixt the priefts and your's are ſuch, 

You think 1 gave too little, he too much. 
However'to repair my former fault, 

In this I've neither pepper ſpar d, nor ſalt; 

* See the Reviewer's remarks in the Introduction. 

—— - To 
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And as my will to pleaſe you much inclines 
Pray tell me, 1s it ſeaſon'd to your minds? 
If not, ſtill grateful for your generous puff, 
Ne'er doubt, III give you ſeaſoning enough; 
To ſhew you authors ſometimes can be civil, 


Next reliſh that I ſend, ſhall be—a d—]1. 
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TE CHRISTMAS Te ROLIC; 


A TALE, FOUNDED ON FACT. 


Av, Youxe Divine, a lady 8 gueſt 
Laſt "6" chanc d to prove, 

Who boaſtingly his heart profeſt, 
A ſtranger was to love. 

«« Cupid, he ſaid, might ſhoot in vain, 
He ne'er could wound his breaſt ; 

No maid on earth ſhould give him pain, 
Or break his nightly reſt. 

In vain for him they ſpread their ſnares, 
Not all their httle arts, 

Could cer ſurpriſe him unawares: 


Thus bragg'd the knave of hearts. 


Two 
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Two ladies, much enrag'd to find 
Affairs in ſuch a poſture, 
Each had reſoly'd within her mind, 
To puniſh this vain boaſter. 
They clubb'd their wits, for who would not, 
Procure the maid for hire, 
To execute their merry plot 
And make the prieſt a liar. 
From a hair-broom they found at hand, 
Some briſtles they cut ſmall, 
Mix'd with ſome pepper, ſalt, and ſand, 
And ſtrew'd his bed withal. 
The hour for reſt approaching near, 
The parſon firſt aroſe; 
The ladies, with a wicked leer, 
| Both wiſh'd him good repoſe, 


| 3 Up ſtairs he went, and at the glaſfs 
His locks puts up with care; 

Says he, Is there yet born a laſs 
Deſerves a youth ſo fair? 

If Fate decrees, a mate for me, 
A goddeſs ſure's intended; | 

Since for my ſoul I cannot los. - -. 
One fault that could be mended.” 

He view'd himſelf from top to toe, 

| From ſide to fide did ſpring, 

Exclaiming, like a true bred beau, 
E gad Im juſt the thing. 

He walk d about, and hemm d an air, 
Adjuſted his cravat, 

Bow'd to himfelf, then took a chair, 
And ſpoke—-we know not what : | 
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Some 
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Some httle ſcraps of broken French, 
No doubt he'd learn'd by rote, 
To compliment ſome country wench 
Who underſtood it not. 
How this Adonis paſs d the night, 
We'll not pretend to ſay; 
But never man, im ſuch a plight, 
Long'd more for break of day. 
The cheerful cock, by inſtindt led, 


At length proclaims the morn; 


The prieſt, half mad, jumps out of bed, 


With briſtles rent and torn. 

The room he travers'd oer and oer, 
In a moſt woeful caſe; 

And as his paſſion grew, the more 
He quicken'd in his pace. 


Ag 
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As ſoon as light, he ed his ſcars, 
Vow'd vengeance on the fair; 
And while he dreſs'd oft curſs'd his ſtars, 
„ 
But there he was, the matters now, 
How he ſhall meet the jeſt, 
With ſullen look and ſorrow'd brow, 
Or laughing join the reſt. 


R The time in reaſons pro and con 
1 Till breakfaſt hour he ſpent, | 
bf 8 | And tryd to put his beſt looks "wy 
Fre down the ſtairs he went. 
To force a Avila, diſguiſe his pet, 


This youth did oft eſfay;' * 
But all in vain, he could not get 
= His muſcles to obey. 


E 
Now, half prepar d, he quits the glaſs, 
Then throws a glance behind him; 
Says he, thoſe looks will never paſs— 
But take them as you find them.” 
The lady with a feign'd concern, 
(Which part ſhe acted rarely) 
Dear Sir, ſaid ſhe, © I beg to learn 
What mir d you up ſo early? 
I hope no care of worldly gain 
Your prieſtly mind oppreſt ; 
And fear ſome maid has giv'n you pain, 
And broke your nightly reſt. 
When daring mortals, ſays Miſs Prim, 
Rubel 'gainſt powers divine, 
«« Should they be torn limb from limb, 
Twere ſinful to repine.” 
D 
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„ | 5 Laſt night the little god he brav'd, 
K Laugh'd at his bow and quiver; - 
| But mark! if yet his heart be ſav'd, 
| He's ſurely touch'd his liver. 

f [ J own, ſays he, ] feel the rod, 
: = In future will be civil; | 

A * weer more offend the little god, 


C 2* $00 Nor vou, — you little devil.” 
To prove that he no malice bore, 
He kiſs'd all round the room; 


«« Faith, Sir, cries Nell, here's yet one more,” 


1 Preſenting him the broom. 20 d Fe 
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